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THE OLD
COLONEL’
BENCH YARD
by John D. Hunter

It was one of those summer evenings that begged something to
happen. You thought if you waited just a bit longer it would. But it didn’t.
Nevertheless, you waited. It was hot. Yes. And every movement demanded
constant effort. Although no one could see him, a bright, loud sun hung up
there somewhere shouting down at you, “Is it hot enough? Are you hot?
Shall I comealittle closer tomorrow?” But you would just shake your head
as you sat watching the road, half expecting Tom Wilson’s mutt, sleeping
in the middle of it, to stand up on her hind legs and wail, “Lordy, it is too
hot!” However, expecting even the slightest hint of movement from Millie
was as ridiculous as placing a snowball directly beside her and expecting it
to be there tomorrow. So I decided to search for a cooler spot. It did not
have to be cooler, just seem cooler.

Milton City always seemed hot. And the dust rose from the dirt roads
giving the towna light-brownish tint as if you were looking at it through
one of those gold drop-ball wrappers. But little of this dust ever found its
way to the bench yard. Perhaps because it was set far off from the main
section of town, or maybe because all of it got intertwined in the grass. Or
then again, perhaps the old folks just didn’t want the dust. But whatever
it was, I made my daily sojourn to that place. There is no sense in pretending
that I was driven there by the dust. No. I was born and raised in the dust and
there is no doubt that I will also die there. I suppose it was mostly curiosity

enough away from the others to insure privacy, yet close enough so you
could hear the rapid, irregular breathing of your colleagues. But there was
more to it than was obvious. For when I had, in my imagination, replaced
just one of the benches or merely shifted its position, the whole place
seemed as repulsive as town. It was like this, and if it were changed it
would no longer be “a different world.” And the people; they too were an
element of the bench yard. Each one sat beside his insignificant brown
paper bag which held just enough food to sustain him for the day. I both
envied and pitied them. They were a part of the bench yard, but they had
forgotten to die. Each one sat like a girl who had kept her lover tapping on
the door too long, who had waited for that last extra tap and was now

destined to sit waiting behind a door that would never again be tapped.
My frequent visits never entitled me to consider myself part of the
bench yard. As long as I was able to leave, I would never be allowed to
stay. But I was permitted to visit. I owed this to the Old Colonel.
After satisfying myself that he was at his bench, I crossed the courtyard which led to the park. He recognized me. I knew this, although he made
no sign of it. He was seated in his usual position. His thighs formed perfect
right angles with his slender calves, yet his hunched back reminded me of
one of those bow-backed plow horses forever standing around in some
pasture daring their sagging bellies to touch the ground. The bony fingers
which lay on his parallel legs twitched, and his head nodded spasmodically
as if he werea telegraph ditting out signals to whoever might listen. As I got
closer his white beard seemed to whiten a bit more. Even the ashes falling
onto it from his burnt pipe seemed to whiten, until I could not distinguish
them from the silken hairs. Although I was soon close enough to notice all
the red, erupted pores lined up against one another to form the outer layer
of his nose, which was swollen from drink, he remained silent.

My hand fell to his closer knee.
“Hi, Colonel.”

I did not wait for a response but sat down beside him. He waited a
little longer than usual before mumbling his inevitable salutation.
“I saw you coming.”
For a quarter of an hour we sat beside each other like two travelers
who find themselves on the same seat with their knees touching. It’s senseless to remain silent, but any attempt at conversation also seems ridiculous.

And so you sit, throwing indiscreet glances at your partner until you get the
irresistible urge to look him smack in the eye and yell—“My name is Paul

that usurped that brief portion of my day. For once you stepped onto the

Richards. I am not married. I lost my hand under a wagon wheel. And the

grass, you entered a different world.
All twenty-three of the green wooden benches seemed an integral
part of that complicated pattern dotting the lawn. A pattern so intricate, in

by yourself, afraid you might cough or something.

fact, that it ceased being a pattern at all. All of my previous attempts to

comprehend the system yielded only one conclusioa—each bench was far

hell with ya if I accidentally spat in your eye.” But you don’t. You just sit
“Someday I shall purchase a horse.”
I made no response—I was not expected to. But as the words floated

away from us, I wondered if they had been meant for me. So often the
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Colonel mumbled to himself before he began. It was almost as if he would

throw out a statement and watch it closely to see if it would bud. He was

eloquent. But his eloquence depended upon his first sentence.
“One must never decide to own a horse unless...”
We both watched these words as they darted before us. As the

Colonel’s face reddened, I wondered if these might be the ones. But as

silence once again counterattacked, I realized that the Colonel was not yet
satisfied. I was patient, though. The Colonel’s stories were very much like
the departing of those steam locomotives which used to run about ravaging
the countryside. Although they sped like thunder through the valleys previously reserved for cows and lovers, one would never think they were
mobile as they sat in Evansburg trying to build up their steam pressure. And
they dared not depart until this pressure was attained. And even after
attaining it they usually had to be coaxed from one tie to the next. But once
the town was merely a speck on the horizon, there wasn’t a cow large
enough to stop them.
“If you should ever be tempted to enlist in our army, keep in mind
that you not only ride the horse—but you must also wet and comb him
down.”
The Colonel’s face tightened and his eyes squinted as he scrutinized
every facet of each word as it shone before him.
“My father always insisted that I become educated. For this reason,
I cannot summon any self-pride when I am called a learned man. My father
and his father before him were both men of education. So you see, I owe
everything to them. Yes, even my military profession. It was they who
demanded my enrollment at West Point.
“And so, in ’39 I graduated a lieutenant. I cannot say I did not love
the army. I did love it. My advancement was swift—due, in part, to the
pressure administered by my father. Nevertheless, I was a dandy officer.
You see, my army was different from that of the others.”
I had often watched the Colonel unravel a tale. But I was never
certain whether they were real or just evidences of his senility. Of course
I had often rationalized their reality.
Each pause had a purpose. Just enough words would materialize
before us—then silence. Not a distracting silence like the one that accompanies the speech of a schoolmarm as she tugs on your ears. No—the

Colonel’s pauses gave his phrases just time to flower, to mellow. And when
I would begin to lose interest in that statement, at that exact moment, the

Colonel would offer me another segment of the story.
“You see, I was on a horse. Elevated from the vermin that antago-

through all that brown slosh.
“Many of my friends attribute my love of cleanliness to my war
experiences. I always nod—I haven’t time to explain. When I was a young
boy—just a little younger than you, perhaps—I enjoyed crawling around
in the mud. I was constantly warned, but that didn’t matter, Everyone tells
little boys to stay away from the mud. In truth, it simply made the whole
affair more appealing. A touch of danger intrigues even the wisest of little
boys. One day, though, while I was fooling around underneath Craigon’s
dock I heard something most frightening. At first I thought it might be a
rabbit, then perhaps a frog. But soon it appeared to be a tiny man whipping
me. Then it wasa rat.
“And from atop that horse, everything below me looked like rats.”
The Colonel glanced down at the ground. Assured that the grass
covered the slosh, he paused briefly and then continued.
“Many people don’t realize the hardships one encounters on the
battlefield. All they can envision are the parades. Thousands of pinkcheeked boys clad in bright-blue uniforms smiling at the flag-wavers. Little
do these patriots realize they are waving at strange men; and even if they
did realize it, it would not matter. They were pink-cheeked boys when they
left and they are pink-cheeked now, at their return.”
The wind had begun to blow and the dust was continually threatening the bench yard. Every once in a while one of those dust particles would
catch hold of the red sun and flash furious signals before dimming. The
Colonel, sensing my wandering attention, cut his pause short.
“Undoubtedly, my most vivid memory concerning my war days is
the charge at Thompson’s Valley. We had expected enemy resistance for
nigh on three weeks. And so we crept apprehensively about the towns. Each
day without contact meant a more intensified resistance once we engaged it.
We prayed for contact. But nothing happened. Each day we grewalittle
more apprehensive. Each moment was more difficult and consequently more
defined and much slower—until we marched aimlessly like an army of
blind, thirsty men led only by the heat of the sun.
“Then on the twenty-third of May, one of the spotters I had sent out
two days earlier returned to inform us of heavy enemy concentration five
miles west of our assumed position. An aura of relief fell upon the bedraggled soldiers. Now we had an objective—and one worthy of our efforts.
“We immediately camped—lI had decided to move only during the
darker hours—and waited. On the third night the moon failed to show and
we began our attack. As we marched, I could hear the thump-thumping of

the four thousand feet as they struck the ground in perfect unison. They

nized the poor wretches clinging to the mud as if it were the chest of a halfforgotten wife. Separated from the mud-clingers. I was so distant, in fact,

were indeed perfect soldiers. I became so anxious that I halted the proce-

that I was unable to tell the men from the rats, or either from the brown

“T will never understand why they ever attempted to defend Thompson’s Valley. They had fortifications enough but it was almost as ridiculous

slosh they wallowed in. Everything looked so repulsive from atop that

damn horse. Bless him, even he would whine as I forced him to tiptoe

dure once just to hear the rumbling echo through the valley.

as Washington’s attempt to secure Long Island. It just wasn’t defensible. But

there they sat. Each group of twenty encircled a roaring fire which gave
them the appearance of the hell-demons we often referred them to. One
figure, that of a boy sixteen or so, captured my attention. He was leaning
against a rifle stack writing a letter, perhaps to his father or one of his
relatives, explaining the situation which was soon to destroy him. Despite
my fellow officers’ impatience, I waited ’til he finished the letter,which

turned out to be his last. Watching him seal the envelope, I nodded, and
each of my subordinate officers, still swearing at my foolish patience, left
in a different direction for his troops.
“Suddenly my two thousand men poured into the valley. Each of
them yelling like a burnt dog. As they met the enemy’s first line of resistance, the cavalry, my subordinates again joined me. The four of us sat
shifting in our saddles, unable to restrain our saliva. As the valley began
spitting a dead gray smoke into the air, we saw blue uniforms falling
frequently.
“I told those bastards to forget about the riders. Hack at the knees.
Bring the whole damn machine down!
“Before I could repeat my warning, the entire valley was immersed
in the smoke, and then my horse and I were engulfed by the valley. I never
drew my saber. I just rode about screaming, ‘The knees, you bastards, the
knees!’ The smoke burnt the lining of my nose severely and I think someone
hit me with a rifle butt because a trickle of blood felt its way across my
face. But I saw them running around, biting each other, squeaking like the
vermin they trod over. One by one silently falling into the mud. And all the
while I raged about screaming, ‘The knees! The knees!’ I dropped the reins
—it was useless—and my horse darted about incoherently. And I just
screamed like a damn fool. Nobody even heard me, and then—then I heard
one or two men coughing. I couldn’t see them—they were too well hidden
by the smoke. I couldn’t even see my horse. Then one of them approached
me.
“‘We did it to ’em, Colonel.’

“As the smoke began to clear, my subordinates began to descend into
the valley and, in disbelief, found me. No, I wasn’t dead. Despite the smoke,

the blood, and the enemy, I wasn’t. All of that confusion was not mine. I

was in it, Yes, But.I wasn’t a part of it. Then I realized that my action had
displayed no valor at all. Just stupidity. I could not have been as safe had I
remained outside the valley. Although I had experienced all the smoke and
confusion, I had not been there. I was simply the ghost of some dead colonel
who wanted to run his last charge. Just a fool running around screaming.

Not even expecting to fight. And now...”

,

The Old Colonel’s face tightened spasmodically, exaggerating his

age, as both his hands dropped to his sides. Watching those last two words

take shape before him, silence didn’t even attempt to sneak in. Instead,
“And now...” kept buzzing in the air. As I watched the Old Colonel, I
wondered if he expected me to complete the story. But I dared not.
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Eugene Buechele

of men and women named Marion would be made
uneasy by this hastily scribbled message.
From a more positive side, much information can be extracted from American wall writings.

For example, the relative ages of youthful gangs
can be ascertained by the relative heights at which
their inscriptions can be found, making a statement such as “The Jets are rotten” far superior to
“Hi, Marion,” for it gives us some concrete knowl-

edge about the Jets. A desire to inform the reader
is also found in such statements as “Carleton is a
neoclassicist” and “Jack does it.” In another example, a rather static individual was compelled to
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quite another to express yourself meaningfully
when you write on a wall. I must admit that the
wall writers of today are superior to those pioneer
writers of the forties and early fifties, yet topics
such as “Archie was here” no longer have any
true value, except maybe in a historical sense.
The real shame is that even with the superior abilities that today’s wall writers possess,
some do not even spell correctly. Recently, a wall
in the downtown area was graced with the sign

scrawl “Jesus saves” on a newly painted railroad
overpass, but fortunately an inspired businessman
appropriately completed this phrase with “At
Third National Bank.”
In upstate New York a prefound moralist,
in a lone attempt to revive interest in this art form,
has written “Vulgarity stinks” —concise, thoughtful, or, in short, a contribution.
Americans, though, seem to be accustomed
to wall writings more as a form of entertainment.
The dull, institutional colors of the john walls of
many a university have been made more colorful
and meaningful by those who take time to reflect
and painfully inscribe “Stand closer, the next man
may be barefoot” or “Earl has the crud” or “Mary
Poppins eats used oatmeal.”
Many modern critics have condemned con-

“The emporer is a fink.” The word “emporer”

temporary lavatory philosophy on the grounds

—_

The American public, with the general
apathy which has developed through its many
pluralistic years of decay, is disregarding the
major American art form of wall writing.
It is one thing to write on a wall, but it is

should have been spelled correctly in deference to
his rank, regardless of the emperor in question.
We should be able to expect wall literature
to say something which, in some way, contributes
positively to the overall human experience, assuming that our authors spell correctly. I would prefer

can possibly compare to “I found love at
QU-7470”?
Wall writers must be encouraged, perhaps
by government grant, for what other art form so

a virginal wall to one defiled by a meaningless

sincerely expresses the feelings of the people and

phrase such as “Hi, Marion.” This phrase adds
nothing whatsoever to my day. Even if I happened
to be named Marion, this phrase, because of its

thus is so honestly “pop”? We need revivals of

anonymity, fails to leave me with a sense of well-

being. And because of the lack of forethought on
the part of the message writer, possibly hundreds

that it is often obscured by the black hand of
obscenity, but, as I see it, what scatological work

such classics as “Bird lives,” and the dilettantes

who trifle with trivia should be driven from our
nation’s toilets.
I hope I have made my point. From now on
it’s up to Mrs. Johnson.

9

Love
by Sister Miriam Louise Elchert, C.PP.S.

Entwined
(A Metaphor of St. John of the Cross)
by Bro. Joseph F. Thomas, S.M.
Knots,
all kind of knots,
ponderous knots,
big ones, heavy ones,
manila hemp knots,
tawny knots,
torpid knots,
knots of lethargy,
knots of apathy,

One
the apex,
the point of
convergence
to which all
things lead,
and in so doing
draw closer
together.
A triangle.
How many dots
relate by touch
and lose themselves
in the one point!

Reflection
by Richard Creamer

clutching, twisting, grappling, grovelling;

Rubbing the sleep from the corners of my eyes,
I discovered you, behind my medicine chest.
I pressed my nose to the mirror glass, and you
pressed yours likewise. In fact, you stood within
what might have been my own bathroom. But no;
Its whole aspect was changed. My tub at left,
And yours at right; your window on the right,
where in my bath the door would be. Yet you,

beautiful knots,

—all right or left aside— you were wearing

care-woven knots,
Parisian fineries
fashioned and patterned,
confused in their complexities;
delicate knots,
silken thread,
knots of spider’s web,

ON MONET
CHESDuma ele Brehm E:LcPm COLT opus

cumbersome,

immovable;
scalding knots,
slippery holds,

sliding oil-like among themselves,

And still the bird remains in fetters.
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it, too. Withdrawing my noseI roared at you,

“You are not me, however much we look
alike. As close as we can come, you're there;
and I, thank God, am here. Although you look

like me, like other men you're doing things
all backwards
— and wrong—from my point of view!”

Late-Hour Lamps
by Sterling Richard Smith

XVI
Oh, to burn the late-hour lamps
And drink the nectar of black
Nights until they seething
Blot out day from my pores

by John D. Hunter
The eldest are the wisest.

The wisest, the most ignorant.
_ But they are old
Footnote
by Tad Devlin
And yet
How can I explain it?
Those nights when darkness lays
its oppressive hand upon my lungs
My ashtray smoldering with
charred men’s bones.
And yet
How can I explain
Those nights when the linen etches deep
scars
upon my body and
leaking sand eats holes
in the weather worn floor?

And yet
She smiles
Her trembling heart chanting epitaphs
as faint breath kisses my ear.

And yet

I find that I
must sit on my face and speak to my pillow.

Then she says from the darkness,
“T think you are really different than the rest,”
and lets fall
her other shoe.

And have time to gain wisdom.
It is I,
The young one,
Who must hurry.

Infinity
by Joe Katrencik
The luminescent yellow curtain
Held particles of dust,
Floating
Toward the open window,

To reach the orange sun.
Each particle
A universe
:
‘Within Man’s speck of dust,
Floating
Toward a window,

To reach an orange sun.

My Friends Are Dead
by Joe Katrencik
My friends are dead;
They died for me.
In mud and blood on punji stakes,
They died for me.
Ripped from their souls by careless steel,
I care for them,
Who live to die in stagnant swamps.
I care for them.
My friends are dead;
They died for me,
For me, a lone existing soul.
They died for me,
Who breathes and sings and loves to live.
I'll live for them,
For them who lie in rotting graves,
I’ll live, dear friends.

On the following pages are five examples of “Concept: Expression.” It is not a “collection” of examples, for the products of the
creative act cannot be piled together like a
jumble of paper clips in a desk drawer; nor
are these examples “typical,” for each is
unique, an inimitable extension of the artist’s
own person, an incarnation of the creator’s

need to communicate. They are not meant to
raise anyone to the peaks of emotional fervor:
but neither do they put anyone to sleep, for in
these photographs and drawings we find the
artist as a quite mysterious phenomenon, a
cultic priest whose magic power can quietly
raise us far beyond ourselves to the realms of
beauty, of individuality, of freedom—and all
in a manner quite beyond the mere intellectual
grasp or verbal expression of aesthetic philosophies (or editors writing introductions to
Concept sections).
To understand and fully appreciate the

meaning of expression, we must ourselves take
on in a very real sense the mentality—the
mental framework and the emotive patterns—
of the artist: the curious man, the dissenter,
the innovator. We must free ourselves from

our own prejudices and personal myths, as the
artist has freed himself in his expression. Thus
we must become artists ourselves—people

who, according to the Oriental adage, “never
lose their childlike heart, who are like children
alone, careless, unattached, devoid of pretension.”

12 — “Move” by Dennis Walters. Collage designed expressly for
“Concept.”

13 — “Expression” hand lettered by Bob Cissner.
14 — “Untitled” by Russ Meinke. This photograph was on display at
the Dayton Art Institute.
15 — “Faces” by Dennis Valinski. Print.
16, 17 — “Bar-Flies” by Bill Aaron. Satirical drawing.
18 — “Untitled” by Mike Leboe. Life drawing.
19 — “Jewelry” by Dennis Valinski. Silver.
19 — “Just Another Wednesday in One of Your Weeks” by Sterling
Richard Smith. Prose.
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Sterling Richard Smith.

by

Just driving down Worthington Street. Making paint deliveries. Waiting to turn

=]

right on Chestnut. Hating these one-way menageries in the downtown cities. Damn cars,
trucks, motorcycles, bicycles. But we must make money. A dollar fifty an hour times forty
makes sixty dollars a week. Less nine eighty-six to the government’s pocket takes you
home fifty dollars fourteen cents. Money—lets you smoke and drink, and be respectably
responsible. Job. Gives you time to waste and stopping after each delivery gives you a few
pages to read and finish the book by Friday.
Oh no, I’ve done it. Turned down Dwight Street, not Chestnut. Four lanes of
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vehicles. All coming at me. Honk! Honk! “ONE WAY, STUPID!” Oh, to reach the end of
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the block and turn before—CAUGHT! At the corner turning. Motorcycle cop heading me
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off. “Pull over, Bud!” The wait. “All right, license and registration.” Slim and trim. The fat
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cops never ride motorcycles, they just walk the beat and ride in cars. But not motorcycles.
“Where’s the license?” Big heavy boots with the laces, shined with the spit. “What’s it
doing at home? You’re supposed to carry it at all times, especially for commercial driving.
How long have you been with the company?” You can have those silly riding pants, I
wouldn’t wear them for anything. “Two weeks? Well, still you should have known this
street. How long have you lived in this area?” But I do like that thick black belt with the

shiny silver buckle. “Twenty years? Then you knew, didn’t you? Get out and come back
to the motorcycle!”
Guess I’m in for it this time. Needed the stretch anyway, very hot truck. All these
people watching. YES, 1 AM THE BAD TRUCK DRIVER. Maybe they’ll throw the book
at me. Put me up for five years. “O.K. Bud, ever get any tickets before?” Big Harley, about
a 1200 Electra with windshield and running boards. Bet it could even wipe out a Moto
Guzzy 125. “Two or three—don’t you know? For what?” Bet it could even beat a Honda
50. “Speeding, huh? How fast?” Bet it could even beat a Huffy 10-speed racing bicycle.
“You don’t know! O.K., Bud, give me some identification, you know, something with your
name on it!” These people think it’s a very funny thing. Amused, are you? Well, I wish
you'd all fall down and skin your knees! “You don’t have any identification. Well, Bud,
you’d better come with me to the station!” Better yet, I wish I could put all your legs in
big meat grinders and turn the wheels. And then LAUGH! How would you like that, huh?

Then I'd sell all your ground-up legs for hamburger and buy you all roller skates to get
around on. And then would you laugh? “What’s that? You’re a student? Do you think that
matters to me? Look, Bud, you live your life and I’ll live mine!” Oh, to gouge out my eyes,
to puncture my ear drums, to rip out my fingers! To hang by the neck until dead!
Clap! The ticket book closes. Click! On with the ignition and the motorcycle starts.
“Follow me to the station!”

Sitting in the truck again, just thinking. Honk! The horn of the motorcycle and
signal to go. But thinking still longer, and watching them. Gawk at me, people, and you
can laugh; I will try to understand.
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Charleston, South Carolina

April and Always
Down on Church Street you can smell the moldering brick.
Shrimp-hawkers trundle the cobblestones. Nobody minds.
Not the exalted wistaria, nor the forbidding
wrought-iron fences, high as a spinster’s lace collar.
For the mold and the shrimp-hawkers live in the dream.
Sunlight through high windows on bare polished floors
perpetuates the dream.
Beyond, the river
rubs itself against the city like a long-loved cat.
Camera-slung tourists snap the facade.
They people the narrow streets, you have to walk around them.
For souvenirs, empty sea shells.

Nobody minds the tourists.
They do not live in the dream.

The Man Next Door

Old Clawtooth

For months I thought he didn’t have a wife.
Lonely, I thought. A widower
sitting alone in the cool grim dusk
of summer unshared.
Sitting, smoking, looking at his flowers.

I was six and had a park of my own.
Well, part of a park. A rock-rimmed pond
in a secret circle of pines.
I made it a magic lake soon as I found it.
Cindy and Sean could come—they wouldn’t laugh.
Nobody else knew about the lake.
It wasn’t there for them.

Even in the dusk those flowers shouted color.
Peonies so fuchsia they made your chest hurt.
Roses so damned pink that you forgot
your terribly chic preference for
bronze orchids, and walked again in white,
a May-procession child.
Later, orange-scaled zinnias
swam in the heady currents
of that man’s garden.

Playing castle-moat one afternoon.
Sun slanting on a goldfish we hadn’t known was there.
We squatted on the rocks and watched him.
Then a peanut landed on the lake
and made circles and the fish disappeared,
for he was magic. It wasn’t the peanut,
it was the man standing behind us.
He had found our lake and killed the magic.

Days, he worked and watered.
Got more bent and leathered than an old tree.

I thought, good; sublimation, compensation, self-expression.
What an assI was, the ass of Psy 201.
November. Suddenly the gold was gone.
He walked the brown grass in his gray jacket,
hands just hanging like garden tools from hooks.
I called, “We miss your garden! Enjoyed it

so much all summer.” He came to the fence,
he seemed to want to talk. ‘‘Must take a lot of time,”
I said. “You're due for a rest, now winter’s coming on.”

He would have scared me, but there was something
—
his shoulders drooped, his eyes
blinked filmily, he clutched the peanut bag,
he did not speak. I said go away.
I took a step closer and said go back
to the bench with the pigeons and the other old men.
We don’t want you here. I didn’t say

he’d killed the magic. He was a grownup, he would’ve laughed.
I said go on now, like Sadie used to say
when I was being a nuisance.

He turned and went. His shoulders drooped, he

Later I remembered he’d smelled of morning liquor

clutched the peanut bag. I watched him go.

and he’d been very casual about the peonies

Old clawtooth thing, I said.

and he’d said, “‘I still do all the cooking

Sean said come on, but I couldn’t look back at the lake.

for the two of us.”

I just walked on off.

Suddenly I remembered my dead roses

It was years before I thought of it again, but then I knew
who killed the magic.

two days after May procession.

Miss Franklin on a September Evening
Mildred came today.
Where is your watch? Have you broken your watch?
She had an apple, anda stack of papers to correct.
I gave her my red pencil.
(How many this year? A good class? How is
little Tommy Brewer? How is Agnes?)
She was tired, she said. Pretending for me.
You never get tired in September or October.

Woodsmoke and appletang and rubberdust smells—
Where is your watch? Have you broken your watch?
Watch the sun rise in his eyes,
that boy this minute falling in love with fractions.
It was such a nice watch, and Miss Hawley spoke so beautifully.
I remember that evening you had a corsage of pink carnations.
(Did I? Did she? Was it?)
We—uh—nmiss youa lot. The children too.

But oh, aren’t you glad —
Have some tea with me, Mildred,
and look at my crewel embroidery.
But what have you done with your watch?

Have you lost it? Perhaps at the grocer’s
—
Perhaps. I’m sure it will turn up.

A really lovely watch.
Oh, yes! I do hope
—
Sunset and evening star.
Across the fences children play.
In a momentI will close the window, turn on the light,
and fry a pork chop.

Courtney Teagarden Lost His Mind Today
—or found it, one. I mean it.
They found him sitting on the shoulders
of Colonel Somebody’s statue in the park.
Bunch of us hanging around school
heard all the fuss. Old Brackenridge went running down the hall
and shot across the street. Just that
was worth seeing. But there was Courtney up there
singing in the park, something like

No Pale Virgins
Nopale virgins grace my secret shrines,
nor any purple-hooded penitents.
Give me a sometimes-silly saint, who wears
a hair-shirt spun from small humanities.
Mlle. Soubirous was known, at the age of twelve,
to have stuffed her bodice with hankies. I call that
a swinging joke on hagiographers
who hunt for holies at the price of history.
Obviously the Lady didn’t mind
a womanism or two. Neither do I.

You dish it out, you get it back,
You don’t dish it out, you get it twice as bad,

all the time swatting at the pigeons with his hat.
That dumb hat he always wore. Those rosy cheeks.
And every day a coat and tie. God!
Brackenridge almost cried, I swear. He almost
climbed up there with Courtney. Cops came. Kids.
Ladies with shopping bags. Then the fire truck,
the ladder. Slowly. Slowly. There.
They picked him off like a ripe apple,

Thérése, presented with a trinket-box,
was asked to make a choice, and she did.
She chose the whole bright bundle, box and all.

Later at Carmel she gave it back to God,
but even there she cheated just a bit:
Mon cher Papa—a special pair of soft
black leather boots for Christmas, please? Merci.
mon cher Papa...
In Avila, a lady with a string
of monasteries marching over Spain
like chaplet-beads on scarlet velvet, filled
a stony cell with whimsies from a tambourine.

apple-cheeked, smiling, singing.

On the way through the crowd he spat on Charlie Novak
and kept on singing. Beautiful!

Brackenridge was gray. He stopped where we were standing.

These things I love, the others I revere:
the candled vigils and the midnights eons long within their souls,
the smiling silences of ego-smashing pain
—
throned-on-the-mountain things that I can’t reach.

Whata terrible thing, whata terrible...
I only try because three women scattered
Nobody answered.

some small bright follies on the mountainside,

and these sprang up, and bloom for me,
Anybody asked me, all I know is
I never saw old Courtney
so happy.

and when Ifall they whisper

sunny smells, and I come up
twinkle-eyed.

KING
OF
HEARTS

by Bro. Charles Hallinan, S.M.
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There’s magic and myth surrounding
the name Martin Luther King, Jr. It is a name
that conjures up in many minds a vague
montage of scenes from the 1963 March on
Washington, the sound of an emotion-filled
voice telling of “a dream I had, a dream of
freedom.” It is a beautiful, if misty, picture,

and it’s what many white liberals and Negro
moderates consider the center of the Civil
Rights movement. This is a pity, for the
Martin Luther King of today is a man quite
different from the King who reached his peak
at the height of Civil Rights unity and national support. Then he was a saint and the undisputed prophet of freedom; today, he is a
man out of touch with the development of
the movement he did so much to foster, a

man losing contact with the deepest currents
in the Civil Rights movement.
A major aspect of the problem is that
King directs himself in great part to the
Ebony Negro—the Negro completely taken
up in the value system of white middle-class
society. For King, the Civil Rights movement
still wears the face it wore five to ten years
ago, when the slogan spoke of freedom and
integration; but today the developing instrument of the movement is “Black Power” and
its flat statement, “Leave us alone—we want
no part of you.”

weddings; he is no longer sure that he wants
to marry the white man’s sister. “I cannot accept the proposition,” writes James Baldwin
in The Fire Next Time, “that the four-hun-

dred-year travail of the American Negro
should result merely in his attainment of the
present level of American civilization. I am
far from convinced that being released from
the African witch doctor was worthwhile if
I am now expected to become dependent on
the American psychiatrist.”
King, however, fears such implications of the “Black Power” slogans, the loss
of white support, and the Civil Rights movement’s decreasing prestige. He lacks the
faculty of seeing any evil in white society
other than segregation. He is bourgeois, traditional, and conservative in his approach to
an issue that is of its nature radical, revolutionary, and, in recent years, committed to

the lower classes. He is too ready to accept
anything that white liberals hand him under
the title of integration.
King’s attempts at peaceful demonstrations and civil disobedience are losing
the power they once had, for more and more
they have become attempts to reassert his
dominant role in a movement that no longer
has need of him. He is caught in the sorry
state of the revolutionary growing old while

More and more the Negro is developing a critical judgment and is aiming it at
white society. The white bourgeois standards held up as equivalent to Civil Rights
are seen as the expression of a decadent,
crumbling system. The Negro of today is no
longer sure he wants to participate in the

the revolution sweeps on. Had he been a
martyr—Medgar Evers-style—the name King
would still be magic today, even for Stokely

world of country clubs, suburbia, and society

Negro hearts.

Carmichael and Floyd McKissick; instead,
the revolution has outgrown his ideas, so that

he stands back now, criticizing the progress

he can’t understand, no longer the King of
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CHOP
"EM
DEAD
by Joe Katrencik
The sun had risen on a June morning and
warm currents of air began to blow the cold mist
from the valleys, revealing a young boy trudging
along the dew- and rust-covered railroad tracks.
The boy pulled his faded yellow sweatshirt over
his neck and snuggled his hands in the tight back
pockets of his Wrangler blue jeans, except for one
finger which remained in the open, clutching a
brown double-strength A&P ice-cream bag, which
served as his lunch bucket. He walked the railroad
ties two at a time and every once in a while

stretched his legs to take in three ties in one step.
All the while he counted the ties.
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He came to a large chunk of coal lying
alongside the rail, and giving it a swift kick, he
said, “Get outa my way, rock!” He wondered if

he had said those words or if he had just thought
them, for if he had said those words, someone

would surely have come out from behinda tree
and said, “Hey you, stupid, you can’t talk to
rocks!”
“Oh, yeah,” said Boy to himself, “I'll talk
to any ol’ rock I wanna talk to.”
Boy trudged off into the mist, until he came
to the two thousand, three hundred and sixtyeighth railroad tie, which had the initials “JG”
carved on it. It was also adorned with a squashed
crayfish. He recognized this spot as his turning-off
place and stopped. He tore off the biggest pincer
from the dead crayfish and turned and ran down
the path beside the tracks until he came to the
red-dog road. There was a fresh-water spring between the end of the path and the road, and the
running water created a small pond, which frogs
and crayfish inhabited. He jumped across the
pond, took off his official Joe Lapchick basketball
tennis shoe, took off his faded navy blue sock,

wrung it into four twists, watched the water drip
from it, and then pulled the sock and shoe back

onto his red-dog-coated foot. After this almostdaily ritual, he proceeded toward the almost-white
farmhouse, the roof of which could be seen from

the spring.
He waded quietly through the eight-inchdeep grass surrounding the farmhouse, not desiring to waken Red, his boss. Red never bothered
to cut his lawn or fix his house; he was much too

shed, he put his brown A&P bag on the shelf beside the jar containing roofing nails, took off his
faded yellow sweatshirt, and went over to the oil
can to get his hoe. He pulled his hoe out of the can
and let the oil ooze off. His hoe had black friction
tape around the handle where it was cracked, and

Red had ground down the blade, leaving only two
inches to hoe with.
“C’mon, hoe,” Boy said. “You and me got
to worka little bit.” Then he left the shed and
headed for the field of pepper plants, where two
other boys were halfway finished with their rows.
“Hey, Jim,” said Boy. “Which rows you
got?”
“What?” said Jim, looking up to see who
was speaking.
“Which rows you got?” the boy yelled.
“First and second!” yelled Jim even louder.
“T got the fifth and sixth!” yelled John, the
other hoer. “You stay outa my rows, you got the
third and fourth, and we’re not goin’ to catch up
your rows for ya, so you better get goin’.”

“He thinks he’s the boss or somethin’,” said
Boy to his cracked hoe. Then he surveyed his two
rows of pepper plants; they were surrounded with
jaggers and weeds and pea vines. No wonder John
had skipped them, he thought. He began to dig the
weeds from around the first pepper plant, but acci-

dentally dug the pepper plant out from among the
weeds.
“Well, hoe,” he said. “We’ll have none of

that here while I’m boss; if you can’t do your job,
go home. I didn’t ask you to work here; ya hear
me, hoe?”

occupied with planting and fertilizing and irrigat-

Then he buried the pepper plant and did a

ing, and with trips to West Virginia to play the

little landscaping to make it appear as though no

horses.

plant had ever been there.

The tool shed was directly behind the rundown house. The shed appeared to be in much
better shape than the house; it had new paint,

good boards, an asbestos interlocked roof, and
twenty clean windows. After Boy entered the

ment. Sorry, no openings on Saturdays or John
Deere’s birthday.”
After this oration, during which the hoe
listened with an upright blade, Boy began to hoe
around the second plant, this time doing a clean
job, and the pepper plant stood upright, with only
a little wound in its side. The third pepper plant
was done with impeccable skill, and the next fifteen plants suffered not a scratch.
“Yessir,” said the boy to his hoe, “you gotta
have rhythm, you gotta have inborn hoeing ability.
Gotta direct your tool with grace and agility. Yessir, I got what it takes!”
Then Boy directed his obedient tool through
the rows of pepper plants, and after a few hours
of monotonous movement his arms and back began
to ache. Each row seemed to be getting longer, and
by the end of the day he was forcing the hoe
around the plants and battling sweat beads and
flies. The dirt in his shoes was hot and moist, and

his sweaty T-shirt clung to his itching skin. He had
almost completed his tenth and final row when he
paused for a rest. Choking on dust-laden air, he
gazed at his tomato-juice-proof Timex.
“Fifty cents an hour, ha, ha, ha,” he chuckled

as one swoop of the blade decapitated a pepper
plant.
“Fifty cents, ha, ha, ha—after three whole
summers, ha, ha, ha,” he laughed, and five more

barbarians succumbed to the dusty prince’s singing hoe.
He began jumping and laughing hysterically, and then his weakened knees collapsed setting him directly on a pepper plant. He swallowed

his last laugh and lifted himself off the squashed
plant.
“J’m—sorry,” he said. “Please forgive me,

“Yessir,” he said to the hoe, “Nobody
messes around with me. You’re lookin’ at a skilled
hoer, the only skilled hoer in my family. Fifty
cents an hour, and on my way to wealth and fame

buried the pepper plant in the dark brown nitrogen-fed earth, and dida little landscaping, so that

as a landscaper. Phone 745-4577 for an appoint-

it looked as if no pepper plant had ever been there.

plant. Please.”
He rose, dusted off his Wrangler blue jeans,
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A LITURGICAL PROPOSAL
by Lynn Schappert

Father Try Kiddendorf, a great innovator of the “new theology” at the University
of Dayton, has recently strengthened his position by a proposal made at his 2:00 A.M. Mass
on January 7, 1967. For the benefit of those
who attended Father’s Mass under the influence of something other than the Holy Spirit,
the following summary is offered:
The remodeling of the present St.
Mary’s Chapel into a central football office
and practice area and the re-establishment of
the chapel at the gazebo on the library lawn

distinctively Catholic as to hold football practice in the chapel?
Father Try was prompted to convert

the chapel after hearing the football players
complain that the present practice area was
being usurped by students for parking space.
A quick person-to-person survey in the Snack
Bar proved that the University chapel is the
only place not considered the bailiwick of any
influential campus group. An indoor practice

area would eliminate the possibility of opponents’ learning our secret trick plays, the

would be consistent with the aims of the University as a Catholic institution and the aims
of the football team as a Catholic fellowship.
Insofar as the football team represents
a Catholic university, what distinguishes it
from the football team that represents a secular university? Does the fact that the team has
been known to fail in accomplishing its end set
it apart as Christian? No. The difference must
then be seen in how the game is played and not

distraction of moaning co-eds, and the inevi-

in the final failure or success. The means,
therefore, used to achieve the end are the Uni-

of the office would allow the coaches to over-

versity’s primary concern: it is here that the
University must place the Catholic seal of distinction. What other decision could be so

make the psychological transfer of respect and
reverence from the tabernacle to the coaches’
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tability of team embarrassment.
The structure of the chapel almost suggests a practice area: after removing the half
of each pew closest to the center aisle, we may
use the newly-broadened aisle as a practice
field; the remaining pews as side-line benches;
the choir loft as a symbolic goal post; the confessionals as dressing rooms; and the sanctu-

ary as the central football office. This location
see all action and would enable the players to

conference table.

Following the establishment of the new
football office and practice area, the next
major consideration would be to find a new
location for the chapel. Bearing in mind the
new liturgical suggestion that the church be
circular with the altar in the center, the most

appropriate spot on campus would be the
gazebo on the library lawn. By eliminating the
expense of erecting a new church, the univer-

sity could appropriate a fund to mount the
entire gazebo on a merry-go-round apparatus,
thereby facilitating the speedy distribution of
the Host. Furthermore, those students who

attend the 2:00 A.M. Mass would be saved the
inconvenience of leaving the library lawn.
Never again could there be an usher shortage:

the gazebo is directly on the beat of the campus police.

Should Father Try’s proposal be seriously considered by the student body, both a
Sodality committee—Americans Wanting Another System of Theological Endeavor (A. W.
A. S. T. E.)—and a Faculty Football Review
Board Committee—Coordinating Organization

Wishing the Abolition of Ridiculous Defeats
(C.O.W.A.R.D.)—have promised to support

Father.

Christmas at Macy’s
by Bedford D. Boston
We ants

Swarm to the overturned sugar bowl,
Lift MONUMENTALLY LARGE crystals of that
Sweet stuff
Onto our backs,
Carry them home to the queen,
And then we
Collapse from
The effort
—
Often

I’ve Wished

Never to rise again!

by Tim Thornton
I’ve wished some god could send es |
behind the moon—

where sunlight never struck,

Dear Lord,
It is not that Your gift of Love is so immense;
We are only embarrassed
At the unworthiness
Of ours.

Imagine yourself rising
and rushing through many-colored apace,
and receiving the gift

of no more breathing.
In this blessed silence
—

your joy would be to

Infamous Descent

stretch your arms to
_ catch the amber rim
and pull oe past.

by Sterling Richard Smith

There, in some deep-ridged —
texture of night, _

oe

you would find whetheror not.
‘But since space travel —
is as yet unperfected,
I suppose you may repose
not too far from the yew tree. —
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Swiftly the sharpened axe
Severs my throat
Reddened clothes contain the headless trunk

And impossible my hands at grasping branches
Tree of Knowledge!

And down at the roots of my head
Cores of the eaten fruit
Drenched with my blood and laughing.

Velvet Maroon Round Blades of Yellow
by Sterling Richard Smith
Velvet maroon round blades of yellow
Warmth of the sun, bloom the petals
Power of the buds teeming with joy
Burst into Beauty, Marigold
Taken to the lips and entering me
You swiftly stream to my soul
I wanted to be you, as you were my eyes
I wanted to possess you, as you possessed me
So, consumed, I breathe your fragrance
As you partake of my pulse
And in wintry days I will be forays
Of velvet maroon round blades of yellow—
As you bloom in my blood, Marigold
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